FIFINE AT THE  FAIR
Not burn the world with beams thus flatteringly
rolled
About her, head to foot, turned slavish snakes of
gold!                                                    9                          3<5$
And oh, no tinted pane of oriel sanctity,
Does our Fifine afford, such as permits supply
Of lustrous heaven, revealed, far more than mun-
dane sight
Could master, to thy cell, pure Saint! where, else
too bright,
So suits thy sense the orb, that, what outside was
noon,                                                                      370
Pales, through thy lozenged blue, to meek benefic
moon !
What then ? does that prevent each dunghill, we
may pass
Daily, from boasting too its bit of looking-glass,
Its sherd which, sun-smit, shines, shoots arrowy
fire beyond
That satin-muffled mope, your sulky diamond ?      37$
XXXI
And now, the mingled ray she shoots, I decom-
pose.
Her antecedents, take for execrable !    Gloze
No whit on your premiss: let be, there was no worst
Of degradation spared Fifine : ordained from first
To last, in body and soul, for one life-long debauch, 380
The Pariah of the North, the European Nautch !
This, far from seek to hide, she puts in evidence
Calmly, displays the brand, bids pry without offence
Your finger on the place.   You comment " Fancy us
So operated on, maltreated, mangled thus !           385
Such torture in our case, had we survived an hour?
Some other sort of flesh and blood must be, with
power
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